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but I sang of the love of yore, and the coming years, and the
whispered prayer, and the twilight shadows, and the sweet long
ago, and the parting tear, and the distant bells, and the old
cathedral, and the golden gates, and the moon shining o'er
Seville, and the hour before the battle, and the eager eyes looking
out for Jack, and a floating home on the world of foam being
the home of homes for me, and goodness knows what else. Most
of them had waltz refrains, except Seville, which was a bolero,
and the pious ones with harmonium obbligato culminating in
shouts of "Hosanna" or "Miserere, Domine." When I finished
it was late in the evening, and I felt that I had done something
to avenge the unfortunate cows and turkeys of whose blood I
at least am guiltless.

When I came to turn it all over in my mind, satanic glee at the
sufferings I had inflicted on my gormandizing neighbors gave
way to wonder as to why these ditties had been sent to me. At the
first blush it seemed as if the publishers expected me to review
them, and yet how could any sane man of business suppose that
there was the faintest chance of my recommending the public
to sing:

Will he come? Will he come? O, my heart!
I am waiting and watching in vain.

Ere twilight's soft shadows depart,
O, come to me, come once again!

WALTZ REFRAIN

Just (turn turn)

Once (turn) a-

Gain (turn turn),

(Turn) When the," etc. eta

One publisher sent me, not this particular song, but some dozens
exactly like it, without one redeeming piece to save me from
feeling that my time had been utterly and wantonly wasted. Yet
I should not be surprised if he feels positively swindled because
this column does not contain the titles of all his detestable com-